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Cupid’s arrow
strikes hearts

Editor's note: We asked our readers to share their
lgve stories in celebration of St. Valentine's Day.
Herc's what we reccived:

inda Berndt of Farmington Hills: “If  were
a romance novelist, I wouldn't write a
bing tempest ¢ ing an
cled, seantily clad he-man wielding a bowie knifo
in his loincloth, I would rather focus on the en-
dangered species of the male genre: a loving,
supportive husband and father.
Ho would never be too sclf:absorbed to refuse
a game of Old Maid with his 4-year-old daugh-
ter, never too busy to bring home a gallon of milk
(Ding Dongs, too) and is hard-working enough to
enabla the mother of hia children to stay at home
. and raise them. He loves ordering pizza on the
: weekend 5o no one has to do dishes, and can ap-
- ply nail polish to his little girl's tocs just as skill-
" fully ns ho challenges his son at Nintendo. He
. gives great back rubs, encourages his wife to
: continue her education, and likes all the wallpa.
per she chooses. His love for his family takes pri-
ority over everything ¢lse that he undertakes.
. No, I would nat write romance stories about a
vain, steel-bodied, intangible fantasy man, I'd
simply write about my husband.”

Richard Kwas, a Farmington Hills resident,
submitted three poems from his recently complets
. ial -ipt to his di 1 wife,
- Kathleen Anr. The following poem is titl -
“Seasons of Our Love.”
“In tho sensons of our Love
we only lived into the late Summer,
The peaceful comfort
of fall and winter
will never, ever come to be,
Spring was just joyous
Full of fun and discovery
Of getting to know each other
letel: incerely . . . 80

Summer was so satisfying
Building our life together with Amy
Knowing that Love is not a happening
but a chosen discipline.

Now, at late Summer

All too quickly

we are at our journey’s end

All the amazing colors

Of the sun and moon fade away

and I am crying with you

at a garden half planted in my life.

Denise Bryngelson of Farmington Hills wrote:*
A year ogo I wos watching the beginning of a

TV show called, “Martin.” The lead actor, a co-

. median, was tatking into the camera about the

. first girl he ever kissed, Was I ever surprised
when the phone rang and it turned out to be my
friend David, the firat boy I ever kissed!

.. We were b, It happened up in the willow tree

. in front of his house, His dad was pastor at our

: church, A fow years later, his father got a call to

+ a parish in Ilinois. David and I were 8 when he
moved away. When I got the call from David last
year, it was the first time we had talked to each
other in 19 years,
" He lives in Dallas now and had been up to

- Michigan for a relative’s wedding. He saw my
plcture in the church directory and gava mo n
call when he got back home. In Auguat of last

. year, Thad a chance to visit my brother in Santa

- Fo, At tho last minute I decided to call David
and seo if we could arrange to meet nearby, in

“‘Albugquerque. Wo did, and since it was near my

* birthday, he wroté and drew for me o beautiful
children's story about two dogs, best buddies,
‘who are separated and then brought back to-
gether by friendship.

‘We still keep in touch and he will always hold

a special place in my hoart as “tha firat boy [
‘ever kissed.” .

Judith Th
. resident, wrote:

area’

Merrell, a Far

lowa Companion Comor, Tho following Thursday

“cause tho writer had a Lab. [ havo o Lab and 2
+ XCalico cat that Iil;vn dearly,and another animal

- Jover was rtant to me, Of course, the
writer had many other wonderful attributea that
.+interested me, When I called him to set up a meet-

-ing, we had a lengthy, animated conversation.’

.2 OnSunday, Aug. 9, a wonderful gentleman
:arrived in my driveway on n Honda Goldwing
Motorcyclo. I was hesitant, but went unyw?

< “Not love at first sight, but love on the first date,

- /After n very chatty broakfast we walked hand in
‘hand in a local park, The rel hip flourished -

“On Aug. 2, 1892, I placed an ad in the Detroit
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Februnry 1944 was an important, busy month
for tha 95th Bomb Group. The war in Europe was
eacalating and the Germans had to be stopped.

“That's when the maximum effort %ey the
Eighth Air Force and the (British) Air Force was

- trying to, once and for all, climinate the German

air power becauss D-Day was coming up on Juno
tho aixth of that yoar,” said Edward o, former

nories are alive 50 years

‘were.” . .
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] ‘If_thoy didn't have control
of the skies, it would be a
catastrophe, more so than it

was. There would have been

a lot more people kililed than

after
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WWII

would be a catastrophe, more 8o than it was,
Thera would have been a lot more people killed
than were,”- . .
Some hiatorians believe the cffarts of the
Eighth Air Forco on March 4, 1944, assured the
oventual defoat of Hitler's Germany, That day
marked the firat daylight bombing raid of heavi-
ly-{unrdcd Berlin, the "Bli B" ‘
t. Lane was nmong those flying toward the
Nazi Nerve Centor that day when a recall of all
bombers brought his aircraft and most others  : .
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